must have been thus to share, even in death, the
existences of those about him who could go on living
their lives without being either inconvenienced or
prostrated. In this house death was no grimacing
monster, no tyrant playing games with the lives of
others. What tender, kindly respect surrounded that
room with its two tiny lights for all the world like
eyes which were in no hurry to close, where the only
shadows were those of the fiirniture, where the dawn
could come without bringing any terrible change to
that shut and exhausted universe which forms about
a cold, emancipated body.

It was the first time that Fran9ois had ever been
in close contact with so modest a spectacle as a human
passing. What a sense of freedom there was round
a dead man whose memory laid no frightening burden
on those near to him.

Through the half-open door he could hear whis-
perings. Then the voices sounded more distinct.

"You might have asked him who he is!"

"That can wait till to-morrow."

"As though it weren't enough to take in a com-
plete stranger. You know what happens when one
does that!"

"Stop it, Marthe!"

"Why should I? And how about to-morrow? Have
you thought about to-morrow? Have you arranged
for a priest?"

"He didn't hold with religion: he told us so often
enough."

"He never told us anything of the sort." There was
a silence.

80